MODERN TRAVEL

village of Sphakia, where I had slept the night in a
policeman's blanket already inhabited. From the top
of Mount Ida on our left to the bottom of the sea fifteen
miles out the earth's surface drops some 23,000 feet.
As the island receded behind us, it seemed as though
any moment might see us engulfed in this appalling
abyss. Slowly and safely we descended, till the flat
blue sea gradually developed a warp and woof, and
at last each wave could be personally distinguished.
We were heading southward for the coast of Africa.

There was something impressive about this transition,
in the space of two hours, from one continent to another.
From Spain, the change is not so great; the coasts
resemble one another. But here, as the line of dead
orange limiting the inky sapphire sea stretched inter-
minably on into the distance, it was plain that this was
a land like no other, endowed with different shapes,
colours, and lights, a vast land of black races and of
strange self-centred cultures that have remained isolated
from the great movements of taste between Europe and
Asia. As the aeroplane circled over the harbour of
Tobruk, a burnt plain' of measureless extent was dis-
closed, rippled but never hilly, and merging, fifty, a
hundred, a thousand miles away, into a horizon of opal
mist. I looked involuntarily for Capetown. I seemed
to recognise the place. Then I thought of Egyptian
art, and the recognition was explained.

Tobruk, the only landmark for hundreds of miles
along this desert union of land and water, is the capital
of the Italian province of Cyrenaica, and the centre
of a sponge-fishery conducted by the Greek divers of
the Dodecanese. The town consists of an area of mud
shanties, interspersed with one or two official buildings
and guarded by a wall fortified with barbed wire, out-
side which no Italian dares venture. Only recently,
said Stocks, he had arrived to find the quay covered
with dead and wounded. Into a crowd of Arabs and
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